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gois D. has promised me that he will go and see him on his return to
Criquetot The teacher can give him good advice. Em. has already
talked with him in the best possible way. I was too deeply stirred to
find anything to say, and as much by Em's words as by the child's
distress.
The thing I am most aware of is my limits. And this is natural; for
I never, or almost never, occupy the middle of my cage; my whole
being surges toward the bars.
Arcachon, 10 August
Two days in Paris. Set out the 8th for Chitr& The 9th by motor
with P.; spent the night at La Rochelle, where we met Lacretelle. Then,
here, Jean-Paul Altegret.
Only convinced Christians are able to bring worth-while consola-
tion to the afflicted, the outcasts, the suffering, the dying.
The great grievance one can have against the Christian religion
is that it sacrifices the strong to the weak. But that strength should
strive to find its function in bringing help to weakness, how can one
fail to approve this?
Is this worth being saved? A drama to which I continually return;
I should like it to be glimpsed also in the third act of my GEdipe. The
sacrifice of the best. But it is in this gift of himself, this holocaust, that
the best affirms himself and convinces himself of his own excellence.
That abnegation which accompanies all nobility, that ruinous need to
sacrifice yourself to what is not worth you. (See the end of Beau-
champ's Career.)
Mme D., when little Francois, her son, had confessed his ambition
to her (to continue his studies in order to become a teacher), ex-
claimed:
"But, my boy, aren't you aiming too high? . . ?
It is she who repeats her own words to me, repeating them thrice
over, following them with: "that's what I told him. . . ."
If I were to begin my career over again, it is stories like that of
the D. family that I should like to write.
My good brother-in-law Georges is unforgivable not to have noted
down from day to day, the chronicle of his township (especially at
the time when he was mayor), as I so strongly advised him to do, long
before the war even.
Narbonne, 18 August
Arrived last night at Carcassonne; spent the day with Alibert Since
yesterday, after weeks of rain, radiant weather; as pure a sky as if I